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not deserved such treatment at your hands. I have shown you
favour in the past. I have suffered you to lord it over those
that now rise up to defend my throne and kingdom, while you
stand sneering at their zeal. I will suffer it no longer, until
you have earned your lordship by submission to the common
good. You have heard the rescript, and I need do no more
than demand that you obey it.

"You will return from this Hall to your own House. A
deputation will be formed, headed by whoever is senior
amongst you, seconded by the Count Fredrik von Fersen, the
Baron Carl De Geer. It will proceed to the Marshal's house,
offer apologies in your name, and conduct him back to the
House of Peers. He will there expunge from your records all
reference to your late disorders. My lords and gentlemen, my
lords of the Church, my good burghers and peasants, I have
no more to say."

He sat motionless. His eyes were veiled. He must keep
himself from all pity for the men he had wounded and
humiliated. But he had firm hold upon himself now. Among
the seething nobles, the astonished clergy, the jubilant ranks
of tradesmen and peasants, there was perhaps no man present
at that moment, not even the imperturbable Schroderheim,
who was more completely master of himself than the King.

The victory was not yet won. There were murmurs among
the Peers, and already Count Fersen was rising, asking for
leave to speak.

"I will not grant it," answered Gustav coldly. "I did not
summon your Order here to argue with me; I summoned you
to obey. Your lordship has risen from his place. Will you
now lead your fellow-members back to their House, to do as
they are bid?"

The old man tried still to speak. The murmurs grew loud
again, hands stole to the hilts of jewelled swords. But Gustav
smote once more with the sceptre, once more demanded
compliance from those he had silenced and accused.

There was a long silence, unbearable in its tension. Count
Fersen stood motionless* The fate of Sweden, the fate of the
whole North trembled in the hands of an old man, wearied by
sixteen years of disappointment, of exclusion from power, of